
For The Clabiok.The Clarion. muse dc tor tne oetter. lr 1 oniy cnew
wringing her hands together; 'I thiuk

anything would have been better thanthis terrible blank. Five years! Yes, itwill soon be live years. And not to
know whether he' waa faithful to hia
promise to ber whilst I had his heart,or whether he gave it all back to her

a lve, everything. Why not, whvrion
nis ngiit aa ventures mat nan attractedsuch vivid, though momentary, interest.
Losing the thread of bis gtory in his
conjectures, he did not again refer to
Germany, and a few minutes later sheleft tle dining-roo-

But only to wait, in feverish impa-
tience, until he should follow hex.It was so extremely unlikely, but stm
every chance, however faint, was worth
trying.

And what did she want to know?
fmf:'onK a? over and buriedthe faintest possibility of anv happy fu-ture accruing to her from the knowl-

edge of the life he was leading."But I should hke to know," wistful- -
Jackson, Mississippi, Wednesday, July 1885. No. 23.

trust him with the high and sacred
f auction of legislation. The elimina-
tion of this issue from party contests
can be accomplished by the candidates
themselves.

To achieve the end for which we are
organized, friends of reform, you must
carry the spirit of the State Convention
mto the primaries. Whatever your
party affiliation, secure the nomination
of good men and urge their triumphant
election. In some counties the whisky
men are threatening to run a "wet
ticket." They therefore precipitate the
iaue and must abide the consequence
An avowed whisky candidate we do not
believe can be elected in a single county
in the State. But some may dodge the
question and endeavor to repeat the
hiatory of other vears. This u a time
for clear conviction and pronounctd
opinion. Let the Executive Committees
of each county at once put such
agencies at work as will achieve the
purposes of our movement. The demand
for thorough organization and stirring
agitation, is imminent and imperative. A
tew mass-meetin- in each county, ad-
dressed by .earnest, well posted speakers,
will awaken the thought and quicken
convictions that will leave at home
every friend of free whisky. As far as
possible the State Executive Committee
will assist in the canvass of counties.

Chas. B. Galloway,
Chairman.

Self-Mad- e Poverty.
I would not say hard words against

poverty; wherever it conies it is bitter
to all. But you will mark, as you notice
carefully, that while a few are poor be-
cause of unavoidable circumstances, a
very large mass of the poverty of London
is the sheer clear result of prof useness,
want of forethought, idleness, and worst
of all, drunkenness! That is the master
evil. If drink could be got rid of, we

might be sure of conquering the devil
himself. The drunkenness created by
the infernal liquor-den- s which plague-spot- s

the whole of this huge city is
appalling. No, I did not speak in haste
or let slip a hasty word. Many of the
drink-house- s are nothing less than in-

fernal ; in some respects they are worse,
for hell has its uses as a divine protest
against sin, but as for the gin-palac- e,

there is nothing to be said in its favor.
Vices of the age cause three-fourth- s of
the poverty. If you could look at the
homes t, the wretched homes
where women will tremble at the sound
of their husband's foot as he comes
home, where little children will crouch
down with fear, upon their little bed of
straw, because the human brute who calls
himself a "man" will come reeling home
from the place where he has been in-

dulging his appetites if you could look
at such a sight, and remember it will- - be
seen ten thousand times over I
think you would say, "God help us by
all niears to save some." Since the
great ax to lay on the root of this dead-

ly upas-tre- e is the gospel of Christ, may
God help us to hold that ax there, and
to work constantly with it till tlie huge
trunk of the poison-tre- e begins to rock
to and fro, and we get it down and
London is saved from the wretchedness
and misery which now drips from every
bough. Rev. C. H. Spurgeon.

Sullivas, the prize-fighte- r, in his
testimony in his wife's divorce suit,
says: "I have been full, but I never was
drunk in mv life. I have been intoxi
cated, and never drunk. I was sick
sometimes after drinking, but never
drunk. This is about the way the
average drunkard looks at the matter.
Any thing short ot delirium tremens is
not drunkenness with them. And so
they go on until the Whisky Devil fore-
closes his mortgage on body and soul.
Nashville Christian Advocate.

Of the 137 counties in Georgia 9G are
under prohibitory law by local option,
and other counties are moving in the
same direction. Tho honest masses of
that State seem to be reaching the
conclusion that strong drink must be
banished from Georgia. Why may not
the sober and moral people of.Virginia do
something to rid themselves and the
State of this monster curse? "Shall we
ever live at this poor dvinff rate." while
our children and friends are poisoned
and killed by tho hundreds yearly?

The Legislature of Nebraska, at its
late session passed a law prohibiting the
pale of tobacco in any form to children.
W ill. tins thing never stop? Sumptuary
laws, not satisfied with aiming at the
rights of strong men, and depriving
them of their legitimate occupations,
invade the nursery, and lay their merci
less grasp upon tender babes, thus crush-
ing personal liberty in the cradle! The

oice.

No man oppresses thee, O free and
independent franchiser! But does not
this stupid porter poteppress thee? No
son of Adam can bid thee come and
go, but this absurd pot of heavy wet,
this can and does! Thou art the thrall,
not of Cedric the Saxon, but of thine
own brutal intemperance. ' And thou
pratest of "iiDerty, thou entire block-
head! Carlyle.

Jcst down on the side of the hill
stands the old calaboose, a rotting and
decaying monument of the past days of
bar-room- drunkenness, fighting and
brawling in Easley, and just over on the
mil stands that splendid temple of
learning, which takes the place of those
defunct bar-room- The Lord be prais
ed for sach a change. Easley (S. C.)
Messenger.

The Horth-Eai- t Mil siisipi Teacher!
. Association.

Mrt in Okolona Julv 2nd. Ooened
with prayer by Kev. J. M. Stone, of
Verona. The Association proceeded to
business by electing I'rof. J. W. John-
son, of Booneville, chairman, and Prof.
P.. II. ' 11. Gladney, of Okolona, Secre
tary. The following committees were
appointed:

Miss Agnes Moore, of Okolona, whose
personal talent and thorough acquain-
tance with the musical resources of the
city eminently filled her for the position,
a committee of one to provide music for
the occasion.

On report to Thk Clarion Miss
Ellen Arnett, of Okolona, I'rof. C. V.
Abernathy, of McCondy,and Mrs. H. B.
Abernathy, of Troy.

On Criticism Prof. J. C. Mille, of
Houston and Mrs. J. L. Matthews of
Okolona.

On Query Box Prof. A. A. Kincan-non- ,
of Verona, whose profundity, wit,

and repartee furnished ever-varyin- g

themes for interesting, edifying and
am u ting the audience thoughout the
meeting.

On liesoliitiona Sunt. J. B. Gladney,
of Chickasaw county, and Prof. H. B.

Abernathy, or lroy.
Then followed a superlatively grand,

thrilling and beautiful address, an in-

spiration to teachers and breathing the
very sunshine of Welcome whilst demon-

strating the wisdwm of the parties who
chose the speaker, delivered in his own
happy style, by Col. A. Y. Hsrper, of
Okolona. The eloquent and graceful
responne of Prof. K. C. Kedus, of Jack-
son, Miss., including a word of thankj
to the people of Okolona and a kind in
vitation to all to attend the meetings ot
the Association, waa greeted by a round
of applau.se.

Music An instrumental duet by Miss
Moore and Mrs. Denton.

Then an eav, bv Mrs. J. M. Stone,
of Verona. Truly she did justice to
her theme, "What Shall Our Girls Do!"

evincing a thorough knowledge of the
talents and capabilities of her own sex.
Prof. J. V. Johnson, vacating the chair
in a few gracefully worded phrases,
earnestly endorsed her theories.

Music A vocal duet by Misses white
and Gill.

A.fter which was an interesting dis
cussion on the subject of
between Prof. Kimbrough and others.

The meeting adjourned till three.
Afternoon Session. Opened with an

address by Sapt. Gladney, of Chicka
saw, on the subject of "Importance of
Organization." His remarks were
pithy, pointed and convincing.

An essay, subject, "The Teacher," was
read by Prof. C. V. Abernathy.

Just hero the call for music was re
sponded to by I'rof. Kedus. who respect
fully declined a public rendition ot
"The Solo" to which Prof. Kincanon's
characteristic and irrepressible wit sug
gested that ho was pledged.

By request, the normal method of
teaching was then explained and
endorsed by several.

liuestions from query box disposed of.
Subsequently, the report of the Com

mittee on Criticism. After which the
meeting adjourned till the following
morning.

hihi i',J. Meeting opened with a hymn
acd the reading of the minutes, followed
by an instructive and interesting address
on History, by Prof. A. A. Kincanon, of

erona. Ihe facility and ease with
which he made the transition from
ancient to modern authors, proved him
thoroughly acquainted with the intrica-
cies of his theme.

Then followed a free discussion of the
relative merits of text books of History,
closing with a majority in favor- - of
Swinton.

Music Instrumental Solo by Miss
Elliot.

Prof. R. W. Jones, of Columbus, then
delivered a very brilliant and enthusias-
tic address on the subject of Industrial
irflucation, successfully combatting the
mistaken idea so long prevalent in the
South that woman's limited sphere left
her no alternative but to be a teacher or
somebody's wife.

Music Vocal duet, by Misses White
and Gill.

Next, an essay theme: How To In
terest The Student, by Prof- - Hamiter,
of Houston. This subject was neatly
aifcl ably handled.

Music Solo, by irot. Winston.
Adjourned till three o'clock.
Afternoon session, July 3d, opened

with an oral address on The Ethics of
Teaching, by Prof. J. M. Carter, of
Pontotoc; denning the relative duties ot
pupil and teacher, followed by an essay
read by Mrs. V. T. Mitchell; subject:
Methods of Teaching English Grammar;
evincing deep thought and a scientific
knowledge of the theme.

After which Prof. W. E. Johnson, of
Iuka. was introduced, who read an essay
having for its subject, Discipline In
School demonstrating clearly that it is
the duty of every teacher, wherever it is
at all practicable, to inculcate the prin-
ciples of

JNextwas an address by I'rof. 11.1$.
Abernathy, of Troy, Miss., on "The Im-

portance of Outlining and Written Reci
tations, followed by discussions on
diagraming and analysis. Adjourned
till eight o'clock, July 4.

Reopened with prayer by lvev. Mr.
Barnes. In the absence of I'rof. J. W.
Jonson, Trof. Kimbrough, of Okolona,
selected as chairman.

A splendid address on "Normal
Methods of Instruction" was then de-

livered by Prof. H. A. Dean, of Iuka,
Miss., who, in an easy, graceful style,
advanced his ideas.

Prof. J. W. Stokes of Corinth, was
then introduced. Ably he discanted
upon "The Advantages of a Graded
System."

This was succeeded bv one of the most
edifying addresses delivered during the
meeting, by 1 rot. J. u. uupree ot can-
ton, on the subject of "Discipline of
Mathematics." He charmed the audi-
ence with logical expressionsof thought,
freauently interpolating a graceful now
of oratory with literal demonstrations
of facts by figures.

Next was an illustration of Elocution,
by Prof. K. H. B. Gladney, whose won-

derfully, graceful and pathetic rendition
of "An Appeal in Behalf of Ireland,"
won universal applause.

Music ocal Solo, by Miss White.
The final address, on "Organic Matter

of the Soil," was then delivered by Dr. B.
W. Jones, who supplied the place of
Prof.lH. H. Harrington.

Exercises closing with music. An in-

strumental solo by Miss Waddell. The
next meeting of the Association will be
held at West Point at a time to be ar-

ranged by the Executive Committee.
Respectfully submitted by Miss Ellen

T. Arnett, Secretary of the Committee
on report to The clarion.

FURTHER NOTES OF THE ASSOCIATIOJT.

Okolona, July 7, 1SS5.

Dear Clarion : The Teachers' Asso
ciation held here last week lasted three
drs. and was a splendid success, it
was one of the largest and best repre
sentative body of teachers ever assem
bled in this State. About seventy-hv- e

or eighty teachers were present. Many
anbiects of interest were discussed, sev
eral ladies participating in the direct
and lateral discussions with the com
posure and earnestness of men. The
discussions showed that the teachers in
this rart of the State are utilizing the
improved forms and methods of instruc
tion.

The'deplorable condition of the public
free schools was brought out in bold pic-
tures before the Association. Several

were present. The city did
itself credit by the hospitable manner
in which it entertained the members ol
the Association.

The exercises were held in the O. F.
Oollesre. which has been presided over by
Prof. J. A. Kimbrough for the last three
years with uneqnaled success. He has
resigned his situation, or chair, however,
and will accept a scnoot eisewnere,
thontrh not ret engaged for the future.

Col. J. W. Taylor, of Eutaw.Al., takes
charge of the Male College here. 1 rot.
j.Ki. JJupree oi auasissippi voiieee is ex
netted to take charge of the O. F. - Col
We. He ia one of the best teachers in
the State, and waa in this school several
years before going to Clinton. Change
ia the bane of our schools in Okolona.

We have fine seasons and splen-
did crops. The prarie literally teems
with th trrriwi n sr crops.

Our Col. A. Y. Harper is booming for
Attorney-Genera- l. He ia one of the
purest and best men I ever gaw in poll--
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McNeely has died, aged 111 years. She
was born in tnat connty in 1874 on land
then ownei by Diciel Boone. be pre--
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tEM PER.1SCE DEPART M ENT.

COUDCCTED BY REV. C. d. A - HEWf, !. P.,
Mi..to whom ll cnntributioiuior Ibi

prpirloicot should be sildreued.

Fo The Ciasioji J

Ul AKUIAN Aiii;i,H.
Hw wonderfully made thin sorta form,

Thu atranc and dual beiug :

Ot with a will u rutr, and perform,
Ou who, mid danger, ail foreseeing

o hild from harm.
Haw wend;riullr made this mortal form.

An, on by on, I bar rat hd lite stars
l.iht up tittfht'fl liquid

Oft' fancy haib prll their irildwl cars
With guardian aiiiri-tii- , a wintd to ine

Through misty bar.
At, oae by one, I bare at hed th lUrt.
ilow beautiful the thought, oh! heart of mine,

Bet'1 ea:h hie an anel .rand
To iruifte and jrird. to ciiufort arid refine,
Lealiiiz onward with nDwju baud

And lore divine.'
How beautiful tb thought oh '. heart of mine.

Often when lonely, f have lonjred toaee,
Or hear the runtie of a snowy wing,

Rhold the tender eyea on roe,
And rlain the daar one unretsUtinjr,

fcr gralefolly
Of'ea when lonely I have loiigftd tosce.

When ufely moored on that ithininz xhore
'MoriE the angel throrip, on weary wing,

I hai nee there ont, di.muiw-- do more,
To whom my epirit will londly cling

A it did lefore
When wifely rnofred,on that shining shore.
Mrs. iiiti t'Uttk st(H'r .

Ko Thk Ctamox.f
Tlfli OI.U 1M5CK I I.OOH,

Maiued by time' uUnjent (hat, day by day,
And yaar hy year, ou ihe urfai e lay.

And worn by foollf,4 that cine and tfo
With rylhrnic nieaiureof eib and flow;

Of life from the cradle t manhood boar,
A atory I read In the old iiinr

With a backward gianre throiikth the vanished years,
ThrooKh lheslie'n ol pleasure and mi.us of ieit,I see the urfa, so smooth and bright,
I'rewed by footiti',s, that, sjft ami Iinlit

And buoyant with laughter and eladrte- -, Uire
Youth i bounding heart o'er the old jiine llnor.

With fairy dreams and hiL'h lifr-- i of yftutb
With heart of honor and brow of truth,

The boy, in sear h ol the bauble fame,
On whose brihtet link he'd rarve bis name,
oe forth to the world with it strife and roar,
troiu bis ealal home with itaotd )ine floor.

These's a thrill of iilea.snre akin to pain,
Like aun-ra- vt khiiiiiig tliruuili drops of rain.

There are suiiles and tearsthere are joy and pride
As the hndeifrfMjrn stand by his blM!uiui brid;;And bar barque floats out from the flowery shore
Of her childhood's home wiih ita old piue floor.

The jjrandsire's footstem are feeble and slow,
And his satteied locks like the falling snow;

Hill calmly he's waiting the ebbing tide
That will bear hitn sooh o'er the oan wide,

Wlierehp'll maet the lost who have gone before,
And a shadow falls on the old ptnv floor.

The tidegoos out and the broken liowl
Alone remains; but the parting soul

A light bath left on the silent clayrrom the "gates ajar" as it soared away.
A d the mourners pas through theop 'n door

With uiuilled tread on the old pine boor.

As birds that have waridored from zone to roue,
lad. Whose dittonillir liiniofis hnve wenrv irmwn

With sons of pteitnure would gladly rest
Their tired wings by the parent net,

.Ho the scattered loved ones return oni-- more,
Anil light feet skip o'er the old pine floor.

"! the home-comin- g, but bf re and there,
Their dim eves rest on a vacant chair;

And tbey think of the forms tlmt have gone for aye,
Of voutb.of age, and of ehilhood gay

Mved forms that wtllgrect tbeui. Ah' nevermore!" W ith a welcome smile on the old pine Moor.

When life, with its brightness and gloom, is past:
Kike a day of , and clouds o'erra-.i- ,

May each fair barque weather the swelling tide,
And anchor sale on the other side;

And bauds fondly clasp on the "shining shore,"
That aere parted here on the old pine floor."

Amy A'hlinnit, Wtst J'vint, Mis.

The Jordan and the Yazoo.

Jericho, May 14, 1385.

My Dear De. Hcster: All night in
the saddle! Two hours before day asleep
on the gravel brink of the Dead Seal
then a bathe and a swim in Jordan, pass
over the site of (rilgal. I am resting in
a good woman's house here on the
ground of the great city that was com-
passed and fell! and I am moved to tell
you so! Somewhat of a change since
September laxt, with you at Munford-vill- e

and Jackson from the newest to
the oldest of world's scenes! And oh,
tho grandeur, as one standing in the
midst of this great plain, sees Nebo on
the one side and the Mountaiu of the
Temptation on the other, overlooking
what was and is!

Little morethn a week transferred me
from the camp of modern armies at
Sua kin and 1 lamloub to the Holy Shrines
of David and Jesus, and, strange associ-
ation, at Jerusalem as on the lied Sea, I
canvass fr stoves! To-nig- I resume
the saddle, the sun in day-tim- e being
rather hot, and retrace the rocky path-
way over the mountains of Judea, some
four thousand feet above this plain, on
to Bethany, resting again at the Holy
City, then onwards through John the
baptist's birth-viUag- down through
Kamleh on to the plain of Sharon and
.Toppa, and sail for Ueyrout, Cyprus,
Khodes, Smyrna and Constantinople.
My son-in-la- the minister, is with me.
I heard him preach to the British soldiers
in the city of the Pharoahs. I hope you
and all our friends in Jackson are well,
ami having all encouragement and hope.
The Jordan this morning reminds me of
the Ya.oo. We visited the place of the
Nativitvof Bethlehem and other shrines.

lourlnend, J A3. cMtTH.
The foregoing was written on a postal

card. Clarion.
For The Clarion.

The Power of God.

rSOsf THE HEBREW, BT KtV.l. WEISS, OF JACKIO.-t- .

At the time the Jews lived under the
Syrian vassalage, the.Kingone day, after
having listened to the higu-prie- st declar-
ing the power of (rod, said: "I honor
your Goa who is so great and powerful,
yet since he permitted me to conquer
you, his people, he too must recognize
my power and significance. Extend
him, therefore, my invitation to a feast
I will prepare, and see to it that he shall
attend, or else I will hold you and your
people accountable and make you sufler
tor" the consequences," and, without
giving the high priest opportunity to re-

ply the monarch departed.
rhe day has arrived when in the gar-

den of the King, situated adjacent to
the sea-shor- a great extraordinary
great feast was prepared. The high-prie- st

was summoned and appeared, but
he assumed a place in a remote corner
and engaged in prayer. The sun shone
forth in lustral "brightness, lending
grandeur.to the occasion, and the azure
sky bore testimony to the sun's illumina-
tive qualities. The festivity began, and
the high-prie- st was informed that the
King and Lis court are ready to receive
and entertain the God of the Hebrews,
but the high priest, seemingly absorbed
in prayer, gave no reply. Again he was
reminded of this, but ere he could have
answered, were he inclined to, a sudden
breere arose which rapidly grew into a
wind ; soon it became a hurricane, and
finally began to grasp the tent, tables,
chairs, and all that was in its way, carry
ing them into the sea, burying them
into its billowy waves. The King be-

came uneasy and inquired of the high
priest whether he knew the cause of this
phenomenon. "My God is approaching,"
replied he, "and these elements are His
servants sent to clear the way before
their Almighty Maxtor as on Mount
Horeb in Elijah's time." (see 1 Kings
19:11,12.) Tho King trembled, fearing
perad venture another gust would come
a vs. 4 AAi.. Kim alnntv tYiVlr nanliivluu Ei w yr uiiu uivnf,) ut aij c j'livu
"Oh, inform your God that he need not
come if it is his displeasure. If he is so
powerful I am unworthy of his visit

,Ah, if his servants have such might, how
great must be the might of the master!"

Let the Boyi Look to Thier Ian
rels

South-Wester- n Presbyterian.!
The first honor man this year at the

University of Mississippi, at Oxford, was
a woman. It waa a young lady as
modest as she was accomplished,
who read the valedictory. Some
who know bow well the young men
of Mississippi rank ia their courtesy
toward the gentler sex, will probably

thia wo a matter of knichtlv
honor; and that they let .the lady take
the honor, as a matter or gaiiantry.
They would thereby depreciate the
merit of the achievement, and make

capital out of the defeat, for the sex
1;.I, l... li4liA.trh ...mAnnnnlizea then uibU SftAV m buci w ju i

UUUUI9 Kb DUvU UVWWIWUW. --- ..

be! allowed. The valedictory and the
valedictorian stand on their own inertia.
It ia rlmirfjui or fs.srtL &S the
ase may be, that the valedictory was the

oesi ever pronounced on tnat piauorm.Honor The
women of Mississippi at the recent
World's Cotton Expoeition.distinguishedthemui wr,.-'- : ...., a anil ttirill
ln wany department. AoJ lere is

Then, a moment later, the passion
dying out of her voice. "It is a longnme jo. 1 must rortret. Ah nn nn'
that would be paying too dear. I would
rather Know that you were happycu. Miming more soiuy. with her.
She looked good and kind: perhaps.whenbe saw her, he hail not the courage to
tell her. and so sacrificed himself and
me. Perhaps, better so. It would be
something saved out of the wreck."

She did not close the window, but re-
sumed her pacing up and down: it seem-
ed to bring back the calmness she need-
ed.

"I am old enough to be less excitable.
It almost seems like those past foolish,
happy days."Iler thoughts then drifted to the visi-
tor of whoin her father had spoken, and
she paused once again by the open win-
dow.

"Why is he coming?" she said, liftingher eyes to the dark'skv. "I do not wish
to see him," almost defiantly. "Thoutrh,
after all, what difference does it make
who comes or who stays away?"But no shadow of tlie previous nightwas about her as, in the saiail morning-roo-

which looked on to the garden,she sat making tea the following even-
ing for Mr. Carteret, the man of whose
advent her father had spoken. He was
a tall, dark-haire- d, dark-eye- d man. no
greater contrast could have been found
than between him and the fair-haire- d

stranger who had won his way into Mr.
Loraine's heart so long ago. And yetthis was the only man in whom Sydney
could recail her father beinsr much in
terested since.

"And it is selfish of me not to be very
civil to him also." she thought, "for
there are not mauv men w ho can share
his tastes."

Stirred bv tlie thought: she roused
Iierself ta.talk. The sketches proved a
good introductory topic.

"To-morro- if it is line." hesaid.with
a glance at the rain pouring dowu out
01 uoors. --i snail go torth and explorethe country: and if not.thpriarpspv,rji!
drawings should le glad to take from
me house itseit. 1 heone of theopposite
building 1 should imagine the older
part of the house, taken from the room
above this would make a charuiini?
picture."

1 wish I could draw." she interposed,for I should like to have iust that: hit
It is charming. Ah. but." with mo-
mentary enthusiasm, "it should be done
in summer, when the acacias are in
leaf, or on a starlit summer nicht."
her hands clasping and unclasping, "ft
is a dream of loveliness then. I should
like to have it."

lie looked at her as if surprised at
the unwonted stir in the tones, but h
saw she was not looking at him, and t he
softness vanished from her eves, when,
"I will come down and do it for von "
he said. "Show me w hat vou would like.
and I w ill do my very best."

IhanK you. you are very kind " she
answered. "But, unfortunately, vou
have to leave out of a picture the thou
sand scents of a summer night, the
thousand gentle sounds which make it
into a living reality. But it is kind of
you to offer to do it forme, and 1 should
value it. Some day, you know. I sup-
pose, if I live long eiiouzh. I shall have
to leave here, and a short stout man
who hunts live days a week will take
rissession. And as he cannot hunt here,

lie will love it. onito n
much as I do."

"It must always le a bitter thins to
make a new home," he said, and felt
that it was a purely conventional phrase.w men carried 1101 1 ne sngtitest weight."It must, I should think." she answer
ed. "But. come, as it is so wet. we will
explore the house

.
now, and find bits...T.l a.auuaoie ior vour pencil."I do not know why it is," was his

thought, as he followed her about the
house, "I alwayB feel sorry for her,
though surely there is no need. Every-
one savs she is proud and cold. but I do
not always thiuk so. Sometimes it
seems to riie as if she would willinglytake more interest, if she could. What
stands between her and life? Is it that
she is satisfied with the present, or is it
inai sue lias a past .

"Will you come for a walk?" he asked
her one afternoon. It was late, mvirlyfour o'clock, but it had rained all dav.
and she had not been out, and at the
suggestion she rose at once.

It would be very pleasant. It has
stopped rainins." looking out of the win
dow. "I will put on mv hat."

Verv little later thev were making
their way,ngainst the blustering wind,
through the narrow village street.

Is it too rough tor your he asKeo.
"Xo, I enjoy it," she declared. "We

will go alxjve to the pine-woo- d: I love
the sound of wind in pine-trees- ."

1 ou are sure it will not tire you?"
it is staying at home and wait ing

that tires one," she answered quickly.
Do not vou also think that?"
"I should think it must be so, but that

is rarely a man's fate."
AO. it is a woman s.

He turned his head quickly. It sound
ed to him as if the words came with a
sob. but perhaps the strong wind had
caught her breath, for the road thywere toiling up was very steep, lie
paused a moment, however.

"There is no use offering you an arm,"
then he said. "You are far too inde-
pendent to take it, even if you were
tired."

Even if I were tired," she repeated.
"which I am not. But I am grateful all
the same."

o. youjire not. Nothing that I
could do for you, nothing that 1 could
offer vou, would you ever be grateful
for. You would say 'thank vou' because
it is conventional to say 'thank you,
and you are too well-manner- to for-
get it."

well, it is no concern or mine, he
went on. "Be happy in vour own way.
Y'ou know what I came down here to
say to you. You have put me off day
by daylj but I could not go without say-
ing it. My love is yours has been
yours, I think, since the first day I saw
you. There is no hope in my heart, but
I could not go back leaving the words
unsaid. 1 ou need not even answer
them what is there to answer? You
can only reply you know it. and that
you do not care for mv love; but all the
same it is yours, to do what you will
with."

She moved a step away when he had
spoken.

1 ou need not be at raid, he said; 1
am going to say nothing more 110th- -
ng. And you need not move; you nave

the knack of making a man feel as if be
stood so far away, that his words could
scarcely reach you."

He Hoke bitterly, and she lifted her
eyes with something that might have
been appeal in them; and her voire was
a little unsteady as: "Forgive ine." she
answered; "I do not mean tote unkind.
but I can only say that I should not be
happier married. Xo," regaining steadi-
ness of tone, "do not say unything more;
I should not like to lose your friend
ship."

1 hat is for vour father s sake, not
for yonr own. But even on those terms.
I would rather keep it, though it is not
much."

"You will forget," she said.
"I do not think so." he answered quiet

ly, but he made no further protesta-
tions.

Almost in silence they returned. Un
der the circumstances it was diheult to
prolong the walk, besides it was grow-
ing dusk, so they went back the way
they had come.

The dinner hour was rather a terrible
ordeal to look forward to under the cir-
cumstances. Sydney wished it well over
many a time, as she dressed. It was
difficult to talk as if nothing bad hap-
pened, and yet it must be.

"He will soon forget. He will go away
and when next we meet "

She did not complete her sentence.
Her thoughts drifted away to her own
life, her own future.

"It would not be fair to any one," she
said, looking at her sad ev es in the glass.
"I could not help fretting, it would not
be right."

The dinner was not as uncomfortable
as she had feared might be the case.

Mr. Loraine had done a good after-
noon's work, and was full of his book,
and some drawings Mr. Carteret had
done for him. and he himself appeared
to talk as lightly and easily as usual.
Xo one seemed to noticed Sydney's si-

lence. Her black lace dress made her
look very pale, and there were dark
shadows under her eyes which even the
brightness'of the Uiamoud stars in her
hair and throat did uot quite counter-
act. -

"Men's hearts do not break so easily,
she thought bitterly, as she listened to
the steady flow of talk. "They think it
hurts for a little while, and then they
go away and forgetv"

The word3, the train of thought they
engendered, caused her such a pang that
she shivered as if in actual nain.

"You canght coldthisafternoon," Mr.
Carteret said, turning his head directly
toward ner. 1 reared you would.

.No, no." recalling her straying
uiouguis. 1 never eau-- cold.

"Dont boast."
He resumed his conversation at once

with Mr. Loraine. and her mind was
not recalled to the present talk again
until she heard him say something that
attracted her attention. Of what came
before she was unaware, what caught
ber ears were the words "When 1 was
in Pomerania." She leant forward sud-

denly, a question ia ber eyes snd on Dr
'l:Vtrk titT 'f" 'rrlv
' " ' 7 ''r. C . '

Vol. Xlviii.
A Saloon or a Factory?

A statement is going the rounds of the
newspapers, that Col. E. Richardson has
proposed to establish a cotton mill in
Jackson, provided that he can be assur-re-d

that the bar-room- s will be effectually
and permanently closed.

We do not know that the statement is
true; indeed, newspapers not over-friend- ly

10 the temperance cause, have
already pronounced it a prohibition
canard. The simple rumor, however,
whether founded on fact or not, is
vastly suggestive. It intimates that
whisky saloons and cotton factories, by
public estimation, do not indicate a
very harmonious neighborhood Wcere
steady work, and regular work is de-
manded work which cannot survive
the interruption of a spree, nor be
properly done by a shaky hand or a
muddled brain it is well understood
that convenient whisky privileges are
hurtful.

The charter of the Mississippi Mills
at Wesson provides that no intoxicating
liquors snail be sold within the corpo
rate limits. Over these mills presides
the same cotton king who is reported as
desirous of establishing a factory here.
liis unrivaled business qualifications!
are well known and the success of his
factory is clearly shown by its fabrics
rinding their way to ail parts of the
world. The sale of intoxicants is for
bidden at Wesson, not from any puri-tannic-

Prohibition sentiment but
simply from that point of view which
takes in the dollars and cents. Shrewd
capitalists, long-heade- business men,
consider that it makes the investment
of their money safer and more remu-
nerative.

There may be a humane stand-roin- t
in it also. The large majority of oper
atives in cotton mills are women and
children, even children of tender years.
That these delicate and helpless ones
should be exposed to the corrupting
influences of the saloon as they pass
daily from home to work, is repulsive
to any kindly nature. Innocence and
purity revolt at contiguity with the
dram shop. Hence it may be to protect
ttiese classes, and to invite their labor,
that Prohibition was established.

However," no matter what may have
been the motive, it is ouite certain that
managers of such industries as cotton J

mills, believe: that their interests
thrive better where saloons aie not
tolerated. If this is so, it might be well
to consider which would be more
profitable to Jackson, saloons or a cotton
factory; which would bring in the most
money ; which would anorcLemployment
to the greatest number; which would do
more toward the happiues and' elevation
of our people; which would give us a
greater name abroad, and bring us more
in contact with the world beyond; which
would provide more homes for the
the people, and give to our growing
Capital City more of the air of thrift
and success! Shall the screens which
shut in a traffic, of which both vendors
and vendees seemed to be ashamed, give
place to the open view ot busy looms,
where innocent operatives need no protec-
tion from public gaze, no sanction from
majority petitions? Shall we export
clothjor import liquors? Shall we educate
our boys to be spinners or s:

Shall we patronize an industry, whose
fabrics clothe and comtort our people, or
uphold a traffic which promotes
only poverty and wretchedness? It
seems very plain to us .that the phil
anthropist, theutilitarian, yea even the
shrewd money-make- r, can have but one
answer to these questions. The earnest,
consistent man, no matter what you may
call him, must see that saloons antago
nize all the best interests 01 the people,
whether considered in a financial or
social or moral point of view.

PapfOs Footsteps.

BY HARRY JOY.

Not lonir since, while standing at a
window I noticed two little boys at play.
They had a tin plate of tea cakes and
one of papa's old brandy bottles filled
with water.

"Give me more water," asked the
.younger of the older brother.

"Pshaw, Jim! Its wine! Can't you
think?" exclaimed the older brother,
handing the bottle to the younger.

"Oh, yes. I forgot. Wine awful nice
thank vou." and he drank half the

water in the bottle.
They were not thirsty, oh no, but

water out of a brandy bottle tasted
better; more than that, "it looked manly
in their childish eyes. They were fol-

lowing in papa's footsteps, just as fast
as their little feet would carry them.
Father, you may be a moderate drinker
yourself; your son begins early; will he
drink moderately too ? Would you have
your son a drunkard? . Would you have
your daughter a drunkard's wife? Oh,
fathers! iust as long as we have a saloon
at every corner, just so long will our
boys be drunkards and our daughters De
drunkard's wives!

Once, not many years ago, two little
girls quarreled at schools. The parting
words of the little blonde were: "You
ought to be ashamed to quarrel with
me! Your papa is a drunkard! Mine is
not," and so with her little head thrown
back, she walked away.

The dark faced little girl went to her
teacher's desk and gazing straight into
the teacher's eyes, asked :

"Miss w lllie, is my papa a drunkard!
The teacher, not wishing to hurt her

favorite's feelings evaded the question ;

when the child replied with great angry
tears in her eyes: "If my papa is a
drunkard, ita right to be a drunkard!
Everything my papa does is right I

Poor child, she lived to learn that her
papa did drink, not sometimes, but often ;

sne uvea to learn mat 11 v a?j uui ngut
because her papa did it. Doubtless she
loves her father just as well to-da- y as
she did then ; but the old childish confi
dence is gone forever!

It is hard, our children cannot trust
us alwavs as- - they do when they are
small. Yet 'tis not us they need dis
trust, 'tis the demon alcohol, the horrible
curse of our lovely land, that kills every
noble impulse born in the human heart.

'lis useless, worse than useless, to ask
men not to drink, when we have it
where they can take it or let it alone;
(and rest assured, my friends, they gen-
erally take it.) We appeal to fathers
you who have children to follow in your
foetsteps will you help? Prohibition
needs the honest help of every honest
man in our land!

We appeal for help. Who will an
swer:

Jacksox, July 2d, 1S85.

To the Friends of Prohibition.

Our State Prohibition Convention
held in the city of Jackson, July 1st,
was a grand representative gathering of
patriotic Mississippians. Fifty-thre- e of
the seventy --four counties in the State
was represented by about three hun-
dred delegates from both races and from
all parties, creeds and callings. There
were marked enthusiasm, and while con
servative counsel prevailed, Determina
tion sat upon every brow and voiced
itself in every public utterance. The
"Declaration of Principle" adopted ia in
substance the same as that of last year.
The line of policy- - pursued will not be
changed, bnt will be urged with more
vigor and greater fervor. There waa
unanimous agreement that the' move-
ment should not be entangled with party
politics, and yet a bold unalterable in-

tention that a general law providing for
local option by counties shall be secured.
It waa therefore considered the least
thing we could ask of candidates for the
legislature, that they announce their
approval of a measure which, will enable
the electors in each county to deter
mine by ballot whether or not the
matchless evil of the age shall be vended
in their midst. A man who is not will
in 5 for a majority of the people to de
cide this question m a separate txtue
eliminated from personal friendships or
prejudices and from other political com
plicationscannot command our sup- -

port, we uo not interrogate mm as to
his loyalty to the announced principles
of hia party, nor would we disturb or
embarrass his party tealty. Eut on
this question, at ooee reasonable and

lie - I it;'! r - t r

i . 1 siiouw alwavs hke to know "
Her thoughts had pictured him so oftenwith tne blonde German girl, grown
matronly and tender, teaching him year
by year to return the love that shone inher honest eyes had pictured him some-
times with little child roll about hit
knees; little "children with fnrhk blue
eyes, and corn-color- ed hair, who were
added links in the chain ftiatvbound himto their mother.

"I should like to know," she thought
wearily, and then the door openHi. andMr. Carteret entered the. rnai, before
she had time to banish the softness
from her eyes tiiat the thought of the
past had brought there.

"Tell me." he said at once, without
any preface, "what did you want to ask
me at dinner?"

"You said" hesitatingly. Then, lift-
ing her eyes steadilv, "voii said vou had
been in Pomerania where weir vou
when yas it?"

"It was let me see. two. three four
nearly five vears ago. I went for a verv
sad reason; to tell an old man, whom t
had never seen, about the death of his
son. l was staving at a small inn for a
couple of night. The son was there.
verv-il- l he was on his way home. I
stayed with him tilThe diet!, which h
did the next day. anv of his peo-
ple could le sent for, and afterward"

Afterward!
Ah. what more was there to hear! Xo

need for any name even she knew it
all now.

Out of her cheeks and lips the color
slowly etiiK'd as she watched him; onlyher eyes, wide and painful with unshed
tears, looking into his, seemed to com-
pel him to go on; but when he reached
that word, which seemed to shut ont
hope and she staggered back, and
would have fallen but for his steadyinghands.

"He is dead." she cried, but very- low,
sinking down on to the broad window-sea- t,

but she did not let go the hands
that held hers; she seemed to cling to
them, as if for comfort and support.

"He died. iwr cvild! years ago. Why,
did vou not know it?"

Of a sudden he seemed to understand
so much; seemed to feel such pitr for
the trembling, despairing woman bv
whose side she knelt, as to proolude all
idea of love. except as comprised in ten-
derness.

"He was to come back," she said, "or
write."

"And you did not hear?"
"Nothing, nothing," with a despair-

ing sob; "1 have waited."
She did not cry, she had wept all her

tears years ago. They had lieen weptover his grave there was a feeling of
peaeefulness almost in the thought.leu me more, Khe said at length.There was unreality ui Koy Carteret's
presence; he was not the uiiwi whoso
love-maki- only that very afternoon
had troubled her. but a kind friend who
had a warm human heart, and who
sympathized with her in her loneliness
and despair.

There was so little to tell; but he told
it all, kneeling by her side, whilst the
wind blew in at the open window, and
her eves looked abroad to the stormy
sky above, or to the wind-tosse- d trees
below.

"He was never quite conscious from
the first moment that I saw him. I sat
up with hiiii that hist night, butbedid
not speak, and in the morning he died.
His brother came next day, and at hia
wish i went onto ins nonie, ami saw
his father, and told him all I could. But
you see it was not much."

"Thank you," she said softly could
he ever have thought her eyes cold and
hard? "you have been very kind. .1
think you might tell father; he waa very
fond of him, and at first sometimes
wonder Ah" her voice breaking, "it

lifttttt (Xllnti n'lirk utw.lt Turf-iltl-u ntjin'1
lie felt he could hardly trust hia own

voice to say much.
"Good-night.- " he said. "or good-by- e,

if you are not down early."
Good-bye,- " she rejieated. almost me-

chanically, and turned away.
But even in her own room she did not

weep much.
A few tears fell as she unlocked, and

took from a case that she had notopen-e-d
for years, a small framed miniature

of a fair-haire- d 4iian, with blue eyes
that looked somewhat sadly into hers,
it was the, only relic she possessed of
that buried tiine and her eyes grew dim
as she looked upon it. Alfthe tears she
hud shed had boen upon his grave, for
long years he bad leen at rest. He had
been saved the battle, the burden had
all fallen to her share. "And I was
strong, and have lrne it." slie thought."He has been saved so much, and as it
had to be, I am glad y.es, 1 think I am
glad, that he never knew. It is I who
have borne it all!" And she looked into
the mirror at the gray hairs and tho
saddened eyes that were the price she
had paid. "And, after all, I have been
to blame. I did not trust you as I prom-is-- d

I would. You said if you lived you
would come back. It seems as if I never
remembered that until to-nig- But I
told you once," she murmured, with
hands clasped, "that whatever happen-
ed. I would never grudge the price, and
I do not even now, even now!"

Tho storm blew itself out in thenight,and a bright May sun shorn out in the
morning, to throw a little cheerfulness.. . .m CP T - 1 ...-i.- .(....'1 I .1

He had wandered alMiut the garden, --

had admired the peacocks so palpably
standing to Imj admired, hoping that he
should see Sydney lioralne before be
left. But she did iiot appear.

"So best," he thought with a sigh.
"There is, after all. nothing 1 can say."

Wis "Good-bye- " said to Mr. Loraine,
be went into the library to fetch a book,

it would not be so very long now be-
fore he must find his way to the station.
But he had only been alone in the room
a few mimites'when the door opened,
and she came in.

Sli Mrmenred trilU'r than lisiml in irn
long white morning dress; no color any-
where, and his heart ached when he
saw her.

"You do not look fit to be walking
alxnit," he said kindly, taking her hand
m his. 1 hoped that you were resting.

Xo." she said. "1 wanted to see you.
I could not let yon go without saying
good-by- e. and thanking you " her
voice drifted away into a Sort of dreary
echo of its usual tones.

"You were so kind," she began again.
And then, altering to a fresh sentence,
'Are you going

"Yes." he answered; "don't worry
aliotit me."

"Why do yon go?" she asked; "you
know fattier likes you being here,
you. hesitatingly, "were going to stay
longer than this.

"It is letter." he answered.
He did not turn his head as he spoke.

"Your father is coming up to town in a
fortnight, and I will see him then."

She did not answer, but remained still
for a moment, looking at him, as if
wondering what to sav next, and then.
with a few steps, she stood lieside him,
arid be knew she was shaking again,
her voice very noit and low.

"Please do not go " Her voice was so
unsteady, that he could scarcely catch
the words, and he turned his bead, and
looked down at her wiiere she stood be-
side him. her band resting on his arm.
"I think," she began falteringly, "that
it is who wish yon to stay you know
everything, will you stay now? I think
L want some one to take care or me."

Walking the Track.
A sleepy policeman was yawning and

rubbing his eyes in East Fifty-nint- h

street one morning last week, when
his attention wai attracted by the
sonnd of unsteady footsteps. An Irish-
man with a red face and a fringe of
white whiskers came staggering- along,
the worse for liquor. The policeman
recognized him as one of the political
lights of the ward.

"Good morning, Mr. Mu'cahey." ,
'Gud mornm' to you. orr. Is it

(hie) pasht 2 o'clock yet?"
. "It's nearly 5. Hadn't vou better

get home?"
Home why home? Old woman's

uonie. 1 t Decn 10 aticKey urogsn a
wake. Everybody drunk bnt me. I'm
sober, sorr."

'Not quite. Mr. Mulcahey."
"D've want to bet I can't walk a

line?"" -- ;
"I'll bet you can't go inside the car-trac- k

for a block."
'Begorra. 1 can."

The whole street seemed too narrow .

for Mr. Mulcahey, and the policeman
felt sure of wiping. Mr. Mulcahey
walked neariyihalf block of the up
track, and was advancing wiA an un-

steady gait and great solsaiaitj of ex-

pression, wheu a runaway came m

sight. The driver bad fallen off, and
the horses were plunging madly. Mr.

Mulcaliey shouted to take them to the .

other track. . , ,

It took four polieenian to pry
wagon off Mr. Mulcahey, and. when t
revived in Believue Hospital, he saw

"I ean wiiip the man who hit "
X. Y.t,m.

XInSaeI)uet'3 ha i f

EGME.
Count Von Lindenheim.

fCOSCLrDKD.J

"it was a mistaxe," she repeated,
drearily. "Ah. why do men make such
mistakes? Tell me" speaking low aud
breathlessly "did you love her? Whatam I saviusr? Of course vou did! You
have told her so hundreds of times
ana only a mouth ano.

Su was standing iu the embrasure of
the window, and she vrrunn her hand
together with a certain despairing gest
ure, oorn 01 ner pam ana tier despair.
Hearing her. Count Lindeuheini stood
up, and. coming near, put his arm about
her. He was so tall that when he held
her thus in his firm hold she was power-less to move.

"Listen," he said, in clear, determin-
ate tones, and with one burning hand
over her clasped ones. "You shall hear
me once, and you rfiail believe me. Do
not taunt me "with the past; it was a
mistake. I shall go back to her, 1 shall
tell her so. She is a good woman; she
will give me back my freedom. If she
does" his arm was now clasped more
tightly about her "I will come back,
and I will remind you of ht of
your tender vords,"vour tender looks."

"And if she will hot?" It w3 Syd-
ney's voice that asked the question-Sydn- ey's

voice, so low that he had to
bend his head to hear what she said.

Shelelt the clasp of his hand tighten,but his voice was steady as he answer-
ed, "Then in some happv future vou
must forget me." But his voice faltered
as he spoke.

"I cannot, I cannot." she cried, and
he felt the quickened heartleats, the
passionate vibration of her voice. "Oh.
come back to me!"

hen I come back " he answered. "I
will say all to you that I am forbidden
to say to-nig- When I come back."
his voice losing its determination and
growing tender and loving, "I will ask
for the kiss that I will not take
Now, I will only," putting her at a lit-
tle distance from him "I will oidy look
at you once more, and ask vou to trust
me. It will not be for very long, but
trust me until you see me again. Will
you promise?"

1 promise " she answered. "Do not
believe me except when I say that I
trust you, and will trust you uiitil I see
you again."

lie slavered a little after her words.
and it served to remind her of w hat she
had wellnigh forgotten."You ought not to be here " she said.
tenderly., "You know vou promised
that, if I would listen to what vou had
to say. you would take care of vourself
afterward. And it is not taking care
staving 111 this cold, dark room is it?"

1 am happy here, he answered he
was walking restlessly up and down the
long room "and who knowii " But
his words were cut short by a cough.
iron 1 scoia me, lie said breathlessly;I told you I had causrlit cold. I will eo

to bed, and begin to take care, or I shall
not be tit for my journey

i uo not minK you w in be ht any-
how," she answered, looking anxiouslyat him. "but it is as well to try. So
good-nigh- t; I am going back to father."

He took her hand in his. "Good-
night," he said; then of a sudden, kneel-
ing liefore her, he lifted it to his lips."You are good," she said, gently. "I
am sure you are good. Forgive me if I
have been unkind. It is only because I
am so very, very unhappy." And, with
these words, she stooped and lightlykissed the fair bent head.

But the jouruey 011 which so much de-

pended was not to lie taken ou the mor-
row. The Fates interposed, and Syd-
ney Loraine scarcely knew whether to
be most glad or sorry when she learnt
in the morning that there was nochance
of Count von Liudenlieim leaving their
house that day.

"Or his room," Mr. Loraine added.
"He has had a bad night, and is fever-
ish and ill this morning. I hope." with
unusual sharpness, "that Mrs. Robert-- ,
son is sufficiently grateful for her imp,and will not encourage its llower-gath-erin- g

propensities."
Sydney, who was walking across the

room, stooped aird kissed the gray bead.
"Ah! she was grateful, father, we

know that; and even we," with a little
smile, "would not have had it other-
wise. Although," after a moment's
pause, "there certainly are a great many
children in the world."

"And only one Esme von Lindenheim,
eh?"

She did not answer; but a moment
later began arranging some faint-scent- ed

cream-colore- d roses and fern leaves
in a glass.

"You can take them up with you,
father, when you go; it will show that
he is not forgotten. And tell him that
though I grieve for the reason, still I
am glad he is not going awav to-da- v.

You are listening, father, you will not
forget?"

"I)o I ever forget?" And in proof that
he did not, be brought her later on, to
where she sat under the tulipa-tre-e

idling, making no pretense even of
working or reading, a folded slip of pa-
per, on which was written in pencil his
thanks, a few words in German. and be-
low them his name Esnie von Linden-
heim.

"You judge from that, I hope, that I
did not forget, and that your message
and flowers pleased him."

And he stdl looked ill, when, three
days later, he reappeared down-stair- s.

The old doctor had come and given his
advice. Rest and warmth, no more
talking than was necessary, and. to in-
sure all this, bed, that was bv far the
best place. He was interested in the
stranger, as most people were who knew
him. and he was not surprised that his
hostess should follow him out on to the
sunny terrace audask what he thought,and if there were anythingshe coulddo.

"No. no; quiet is the best thing, and
this lovely weather is in his favor. His
lungs are delicate, and with so much
fever one always fears inflammation;-bu- t

we must hope it won't come to
that."

Her heart seemed to die within her as
she stood in the golden sunlight, with
the bright uncloudedmorningsky above
her; but the kindly old eyes looking in-
to hers saw no shadow or the pain there,
heard no inflection of it iu the tones of
her steady voice.

"No," she repeated, "we must hope it
will not come to that. You must take
great care."

"We can't let him owe his death to
us," the doctor said, cheerily, turning
awav; "we'll take too much care for
that."

At his words Svdney shivered, and
felt cold through ' all fhe glory of the
Ausrust sunshine.

"Though after all," a shade of defiance
in her thoughts as she made her wayback to the garden, "I am not really un-
easy. Why should I be? He only needs
care."

But words did not banish the shadow
of anxiety.

But now the days were over, had been
lived through somehow; and on thi3
Sunday evening in the long drawing-roo-

with the windows closed against
possibly treacherous evening air, the
lamps lighted, and a miniature wood
fire burning on the wide, open hearth.
Sydney sat in old Mr. Loraine's great
arm-cha- ir by the fireplace, Count von
Lindenheim on a low seat bv her side.
They were alone, for after dinner Mr.
Loraine had slipped into his beloved
library, and after a time, the voices dis-

turbing him. he had closed the door of
communication. But now, though theywere thus alone, they seemed to have
but little to say, although the knowl-
edge was theirs that the
parting so long postponed must take
place."I would rather go," Count Linden-
heim had said. "I am not getting well;
I am worried, for I ought to be at home.
I shall not get well here." And the doc-
tor had given a somewhat unwilling
consent for his departure, seeing the
truth of his words.

So this was the last night. Sad. in as
far as it was the last, and yet to Sydney
there was. mingled with the sadness, a
feeling that his presence was an unex-
pected happiness, wrested from fate
itself. -

She had been restless and unhappy all
dav. Even the quiet services in the
villasre church had failed to calm her.
The last time, even with a distinct and
definite knowledge of when and where
we shall meet acain. is sad. How much
more when a terrible mist of uncertain
ty lies on the other side of the "Good-bve- ."

And in calmer moments she did
not deceive herself. She was well aware
of the nature of a German betrothal
that only the marriage service itself
could be" held more binding. And know-ins- ?

it. there were moments when she
felt it graven on her heart that in this
world, at least, she and Esme von Lin
denheim would meet no more.

But this was not one of them. At
this moment past fears and future anx-iet-v

wpm alike swallowed im in a hlias- -
iui. ric'TTV prf 0"nr. -

her: and this seemed magnified tenfold
by the increased delicacy of his appear-ance. He himself was not so depressedand unhappy as he had been when shehad seen him last. The consciousnessthat he was no longer obliged to wait,but was starting had per-
haps acted as a stimulant to his nerves-an- d

m his smiles and conversation shefelt the personal charm that had been
50 strong at first. For him it was the
day before the battle, and there was
somethingof the thrill of comingexcite-uien- t.

Something, perhaps, in beingonce more m the presence of the wo-ni- an

whose love he need not doubt of
havuig won. It would be a hard andbitter hght. but she was worth it or sosee med to him as he watched her inthe big arm-chai- r, which was associatedin his memory with old Mr. Loraine.
Mie wore the same w hite dresa that she
had done the night of his arrival; its
folds fell softly and gracefully about
her, and in her hand was the fan of
peacock's feathers.

"Are vou reailv better?" she asked
suddenly, after a long silence, in which
she had been watching him. "Tell me
the truth; you are not quite well" a
faint question in the tones "but youare much better?"

"I am not quite well." he repeated,
sitting more upright, "but I am much
better, and shall be better still when I
am back in Germany."" 1 es " she said, scftlv. "I hope so.'

He laid his hand on the feather fan
on her knee.

1 our nopes ana wishes will do me
good," he said, "never fear." And then,
suddenly "I wish you would get an-
other fan," he went on. "I cannot bear
to see you carrying this one about with
you."

it is pretty, touching it caressingly,"and it has memories. It reminds me
of many happy evenings. Y"ou told me
it was unlucky, you remember, the first
time I saw you."

"And you," he replied, "said you did
not fear the especial form of ill-luc- k it
might bring."

"But I do," she cried, passionately,
rising to her feet. I am afraid of it
I am afraid to run any risks," moving
swiftly away, and placing it on a distant
table. "There," returning to his side,I will never touch it again."

"What a foolish woman you are!" he
said gently, as she stood once more by
his side.

"I cannot help it," she cried, and when
he looked at her he saw there were tears
in her eyes. "I care too much to be
wise! I wish " she began abruptly,and then turned away, and stood with
her back to him, leaning against the
mantelshelf.

"What do you wish?" he questioned.
"Oh. I wish I had seen her that f

knew her even what she is like."
He did not answer in words, but rose

and left the room, and a few minutes
later came up to where she was still
standing by the fire, and placed in her
hands a small case.

She took it over to a distant lamp.andthere opened it. And w hen she had
done so, a fair girl's face looked frank-
ly out toward her, bine-eye- d and red-lippe- d,

with rippling corn-color- ed hair.
For some seconds she remained gazingat it, "with jealous, misty eyes, scanning
every line of the girlish face, which was
not beautiful, but true and honest.
Then she closed the case, and came back
to his side.

"Tell me," she said, her voice sinkingto a whisper, "does she love you?"
There was no reply.
"Of course she does," her words, com-

ing quickly, unsteadily. Then sinkingon her knees by him: "It is at her ex-

pense that I am wishing to be made
happy. But you will go back, and it
will come right between you and her,I mean. You see it is not your happi-
ness I care for it is just my own,"
clasping her hands tightly about his
arm. "I do not w ant you to be happywith her, I want you to come back to
me."

Her voice faltered, and she laid her
head where her hands were claspedabout his arm. and burst into tears.

He spoke soothing words, and strok-
ed her soft hair caressingly, as if she
had been a child, trying to calm the un-
accustomed storm.

At length she lifted her miserable
eyes to his.

"Do not despise me," she sighed."Dear Esme," laying her cheek againsthis hand. "I am only jealous, that is it,"
with a faint smile; ''jealous. And there
is alwavs something despicable about
jealousy. And I made such good resolu
tions to-da- y and ui church too that I
would not spoil your last evening with
my excitability and foil v. I meant to be
so calm and wise. And now "

'Dear child," he said eentlv. "dear
child," smoothing her ruffled brown hair
caressingly, "do not be afraid. If I live,
I will come back or write?" he added,
interrogatively.

Ao, no, she replied softlv, do not
write. Come back to me if you are
free, and if not" her voice dying away
into sad indefiiiiteness "oh. 1 shall un
derstand! 1 1 will not be necessary even
to write. But get well," she went on.
that is the first and most important

thing. When I next see you, let me find
you quite well."

Her voice was steady now. She had
brushed the tears awav. Perhaps his
words had inspired her with a faint
shadow of hope, perhaps some remem-
brance had come to her of the resolu-
tions she had formed whilst listening to
the bells ringing through the calm sum-
mer evening resolutions which in her
Eassionatejiain and suffering she had

would spare him as
much as might beany share of the
trouble which had fallen on her; he had
quite enough to bear himself, and he
was ill. And over and over again had
not the doctor said that all worry and
anxiety, and above everything all excite-
ment, was, if possible, to be avoided?
And she knew it. As she looked at him
now, and noted the little red flush on
his cheeks and the feverish brightness
of his eves, she knew that it was throughher fault, her foolish emotion, that he
was suffering afresh. What was the
good in crybig out? She was hurt, per-
haps, but, as they were circumstanced,
there was nothing he could do, only feel
as a stab all her passionate words.

"I wish," she began at length but she
did not move her cheek away from the
hand against which it rested "I wish
sometimes one could choose the mo-
ment of one's death; I think 1 should
say now. To-morr- I shall ber so un-

happy, but now. at this moment I have
foreo"tten that."

"Forget it still," he answered; "and
believe me, if lean make the future
easy for you, I will."

"Putting it into words has broken the
charm." she said. "But you see for
vourself that my wisdom has come back.
Do not fear. I am not going to make
you miserable any longer. I am going,"
tightening a little her clasp upon the
hand she held, "fci say 'Good-nig- ht for
you promised you would not stay up
late.6 ,

"It i3 'Good-live- ,' " he replied quickly.
"I am going early No," as
she would have spoken, "it is better, far
better. Yon know, I wished to go days
ago. I think," his voice faltering a lit-
tle, "I would rather not say "Good-by- e'

again.""I will not again break my resolu-
tion," she said. "I will do whatever you
think best. I am not very brave, but I
can be obedient."

She stood up as she spoke, and. "See,"
she went on. "I am trying to act as I
speak, lam going at once This is
'Good-bye.- '"

He was standing beside heron the
hearthrug, looking down into her troub-
led eves, noting the slender hands clasp-
ed above her beating heart, perhaps
recognizing the efforts she was making
ta be calm, for his own eyes grew sad-
der as he watched her.

But his voice was quiet and steady,
as. niacins his hands upon her shoul
ders, "Sydney," he said, "try and trust
me. 11 1 live. 1 win come oact; u 1 do
not come back, I will write. Do you un
derstand.'"

"Yes." It was a sigh, not a word.
Her eves did not droop they looked
steadilv dd into his. The tear-dro-

were all gone. There was a faint reflec-
tion of his calmness and determination
about her grave month.

"Dear child with one hand smooth
ing back the hair from her aching fore-
head, "I can say so little. You know,
vou understand. If you never see me
again, you must be free, with no shad
ow between you and a nappy ruture.

Ah, but vou cannot do that," she in
terposed. "1 ou may destroy my future,
but vou cannot take away mv past.

--And "1 would not have it otherwise, do
not think it. I shall always believe that
vou loved me."

"You cannot doubt. But," breaking
off, "you believe me; that is enough.
You believe," speaking quickly, "that if
I could say all X wish to say. ff I could
kiss away your tears, and bring back
smiles to vour eyes and lips, there ia
nothing I would not sacrifice nothingif it were only myself I had to think
of." " ' - - '

As he spoke, the eolor swept up ia a
?i"J?t face to her cheeks, aaJ ti.3
r i v :ver" 1 a"?y fr:n t,.:" 3 1m.- -.
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"Good-bv- e " be renntvi
Sh liffwl h - viiv Hit' c IU 1113and tlren turned slowly awav. But hav--I

icurM mei uoorwav, sne pausedand looked back.
He had thrown himself down in the

umiiuiu nunc sue nau sat the?arl;er rart nf tha t v ,
?evni hls arms outstretched on the

iTOUF 11 me wnoie attitude one
jisui-1- 1 Mmfiin? ana despair, that al-most involuntarily she nau.1
after a second's hesitation, she came
oacK
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so am I? Does it comfort you it must
to Know tnat day ana night I am pray-

ing God to keep you until we meet

There was a moment "s silence; then
r.SlTIA viin I .mdonttatrvt r hai a--
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about his neck, her soft kisses on hair

"Good-bye,-" she faltered, and Good- -

of tears, to hers; and then he knew that
looked his last into the gray eyes he had

to iove, nearu nersay uoou-Dv- e

i'ji iuu liist uuie.

CHAITEK III.
"UXD WAS DC EWIG LIEBST, 1ST EAVIO

IEIN"
Hayes in Ausrust. under cloudless

summer skies, roses and jasmine look-
ing in at every window, was a very dif-
ferent place from Haves on a cold wet
day m May, with a wild west wind howl
ing out of doors, dashing cold showers
of rain against the windows, and mak-
ing the warm, firelit drawing-roo- m a
very desirable place in which to listen
to tne warring elements without.

Up and down the long room, in the
fashion that was familiar to them, walk-
ed Sydney Loraine and her father, talk-
ing occasionally, and then remaining
silent, both thinkingtheirown thoughts,in the way that long-trie- d affection only
dare venture upon.

They had been in London for some
weeks; it was only this afternoon theyhad returned, and Sydney was congrat-
ulating herself on being once more at
home.

"It is so pleasant being alone, is it
not, dear father? Do you know, I some-
times wonder if the rest of the world
rinds us as dull as we find it. What a
comfort it is we never fail to interest
and amuse each other 1"

"I quite forgot to tell you, Sydney,
that 1 asked Roy Carteret "to come down
here!"

"Why did you do that?" Svdney half
Saused in heir walk, but wenf on again"I do not believe you forgot, I
think you were afraid to tell me."

"Do you not like him? Did you not
wish him to come? I thought lie inter-
ested you, and he has promised to take
some sketches for me. But if I had
thought "

"Dear father, do not mind me. Of
course I am glad you asked him. My
remarks were general, not particular.Men are not, as a rule, very interest-
ing."

"But he is interesting," went on Mr.
Loraine, with unusual persistence. "He
is clever, amusing, and draws well; be-
sides, he has helped me a great deal in
a way that has given him not a little
trouble."

"He is quite aware of his advantages,"
Sydney replied, with a shade of bitter-
ness in the tones that used not to be
there. "Sometimes, father, I think peo-
ple know the value of everything be-

longing to them, including unselfish-
ness and all their other virtues. Now
do not scold me for being uncharitable
and hard. I say that to you, but to him
I will be charming; interested and ap-
preciative of everything, includingsketches and unselfishness."

Mr. Loraine's only reply in words
was, "I am glad you judge me more
kindly than you do the words:" but for
a few minutes his thoughts did not
wander away to the subject of the new
book,which was engrossing him at pres-
ent; they remained with the tall, slender
daughter, by whose side he was walk-
ing. Sometimes now, as he found him-
self crrowing older and his hair eraver.
the thought would flash across him that
it he could have seen ner a proud and
happy wife, with children clinginsraboiit
her, the future would not have seemed
so gray and dull, to which one day he
would have to leave her.

But though I used to wish she mieht
not leave me I have never influenced
her, and I would always have done any-
thing for her happiness. It is she her-
self who has ever been unwilling to
quit her home. She is capable of love,
1 know it, but somehow it seems that
no man has ever been able to touch her
heart." But his thoughts being thus
turned to the subject he sighed, when
at the library door he paused and enter-
ed it.

What a siffh. father! That is forbid
den." kissing him. "Are yon going to
write t? You ought to be too
tired for that, but you grow two years
younger every year, and 1, hair smil-
ing, "two years older."

"We shall soon be the same age at
that rate. Come in and light my can-
dles." .

"When does Mr. Carteret arrive?" she
questioned, the taper in her hand.

"To-morro- w about five. I promised
we would send to meet him."

She made no comment on his words,
but, having lit the candles, returned to
the drawing-roo-

Back there, she stirred the fire into a
brighter blaze, then recommenced her
walk to and fro. noting as she walked,
now and again with satisfaction, some
familiar object that after the month's
absence it was a pleasure to see again;
but at length pausing in her slow walk,
she sat down in the wide armchair ou
the hearth-ru- g, and pursued her train
of thought with eyes fixed on the fire,
as if she read a story there.

As she sits thus, her hands lightly
clasped on her knee, the lamplight
above her shows the changes that time
has brought to her. It is a different wo-
man from the one in the white dress
who faltered out her heart-broke- n fare-
wells in this very room. The face is
thinner than of old, and the lamplightshows gray hairs in the dark beau; the
gray eyes are a little harder, a little
colder, and the grave mouth smiles less
often than it did. The world with its
disappointments and troubles has a
way, hardening to those who have to
fight many of its battles, and nearly five
years have gone by since Esme von Lin-
denheim Baid in this very room, "If I
regain my freedom I will return, if not
I will write;" and he had not returned,
had not even written. One little note
had come from him to Mr. Loraine
posted from Berlin, thanking him for
Lis kindness, telling him of his arrival
so far.

"I am arranging for leave to go home
at once." A message of remembrance
to his daughter, and that was all. From
then till now silence so great, that not
one word had reached her listening ears.

Iride, passion, bitter jealousy all war-
ring in her desolate heart, all telling her
that the silence meant he bad failed,
and that he could not, or would not,
write and Bay so.

"But I would rather know it, far
rather, though I said I should under-
stand." And, mingled with the thou ehts
of ber despair, would come remem
brances or ner own words, lou will re-
turn to her. and then this will seem an
interlude. Y'our love for her will all
come back. What is a fortnight in a
man's life? For you it will be all a3 it
was netore.

"What is it?" she would err. leaninir
out into the cold wintry night from the
window where in the moonlight he had
toia her 01 nis love. hat is it? Tell
me where you are. what you are doine!"
And in the pain and grief of those win-
ter nights the gray hairs were sown, the
soft mouth forgot its smiles. Months
had passed, months of which each dayhad seemed written in fire across her
life, days of which the mere memorynow would bring back the pain. Some-
times the sizht of the familiar room, or
of some slight object therein, would
caicn ner eye, ana, remmaing ner or
that vanished time, make the whole
scene so real that it was impossible to
believe that blank months and years
stretcnea Dei ween men now. lo-nig-

returning after this short absence, the
place waa alive witn memories, and,
looking into the fireglow, her story
seemed written there.

"I am glad to be back," she said, soft-
ly; then, rising, walked over to the un-
shuttered window, and. opening it, look-
ed out into the wild night. It was not
cold-- vThe strong west wind was driv-
ing dark clouds across the sky; now and
acrain a momentary gleam of moonshine
snowins through the blackness, the
trees beneath bending hither and thith
er in me gaie.

- -

"Ami ever glad?" altering the form
cf htf sentence. "After ail, what dlf-- f
?re? "s it 1 e? Tr or twre,
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The Chicago Board or Trade Clock,
The clock is made of iron, bronze,

and steel, and weighs ten tons without
the bell, which weighs 4,500 pounds
more. The pendulum alone weighs
750 pounds. The works, which follow
the plan of tho great Westminster
clock of London, are divided into a
time-trai- n, a hand-trai- n, and a striking-trai- n.

These trains are separate ma-
chines, resting, side by side, on separ-
ate frames. The time-trai- n simply
keeps time. The hand-trai- n generates
the force that moves the hands on the
dials in the tower and in the main hall
and is set off at the proper time by the
time-trai- n. The striking-trai- n gener-
ates the force that strikes the bell, and,
like the hand-trai- n, is set off at the
proper time by the time-trai- n. Each
of these trains is operated by a separate
weight, and the three weights together
weigh 3.500. The hammer that strikes
the bell was to have weighed 120

pounds, but a patent hammer weigh-
ing only eighty pounds has been pre-
ferred. The clockwork is below the
dials, which are ten feet ten inches in
diameter, and the bell is above them,
and 250 feet from the ground.

The note which the bell sounds is C,
and an octave lower than C on the
added line below the stat It is very
musical indeed, but Mr. Drake insisted
upon it that the guests of the Grand
Pacific did not care to listen to its
music all through the night, and that
he wouldn't have it. It was agreed
therefore to make such changes in the
clock as would make it silent after 9
o'clock at night until 6 o'clock the next
morning. In this way it is believed
that all of Mr. Drake's boarders who
have good habits will escape annoy-
ance. It is thought that the slats in
the windows of the belfry are much too
close together to permit the sound of
the bell to be heard as it should be, and
that they will have to be altered.

The manufacturers of this clock say
that the pendulum of the clock in Dr.
Tyng's church in New .York, which
they made, has not stopped since it
was started, twenty-fiv- e years ago, and
they see no reason" why the Chicago
pendulum should not vibrate as long or
twice as long without interruption-Th- e

Chicago pendulum swings ona way
in two seconds. The manufacturers
say also that a somewhat smaller clock
which they have on exhibition in New
Orleans has not varied a second since
last September, and that they wilL be
disappointed if the Chicago clock var-
ies more than a second in a year. The
Chicago clock is called, as to size, a
movement No. 20, and is the same ia
size as the dock, made by the same
house, in Independence Hall, Philadel-v- l
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